
Judge Watson Promptly Denies Motion for New Trial

formed the greatest blot on the es¬
cutcheon of1 Virginia." He read the
"Dear Kid" Utter. "The Idea," he
spoke out. "of a man writing that
eort of letter to a woman of thai kind,
writing it In his own home, with his
wife and baby by his side He should
not have forgotten that woman at his
side; he should not have forgotten her(motherhood: be should not have for-
gotten that power of creation and that
love .nsttnet In her. which Is greater
h..n all religion and all churches.

vwnd older than all. And he gives you
b feeble excuse, that he look this
other womifn only for hi.' desire It Is
jast understanding. {

Hin Wife's Surroni.
f "That lone mother, who came here
tnnd went upon the stand before you,
tells you in a voice that rose scarcely
ihove a whi«per of the circumstances
of her daughter's sorrows, of how she
vas weeping three weeks befor«» she
vent down to tier death And that
one mother convicted Henry Renttie
if .violating his matrimonial vows. We
id him basking In the glow of an-
:her woman's smile.and there is the
nd of happiness. He was not fit for
wife's embrace, and three weeks be-

ore she had repulsed him. He real¬
ised then that something had to occur,
end the thing which did occur was the
murder of this girl at the hands of a
triminal husband.
^"They tell you rto let him to free.
,et him go free, a'nd*d tell you that
very unpunished* murder lakes .
hing away .from ("fie security ever)
nan's life Let this man go free, and
say to Virginia: 'Go to the grave .>f

'. j'luverlus. go to the grave of Mc'Vie,
Ind to the grave of Jeter Phillips; dig
CD their bodies and apologize to them,I jfi place a bat around '"^\ Virginia, to remain there IhsÄjighI eternity."

Mr. <'arlcr Protests.
As. he shrieked out the words. Mr.
irter uro*'- with an Objection to Hie
nguage. and an exceJOujn »vas noted
ut Mr. Wendenburg went in almost.Ithout interruption.
'^Let's see the aftermmh of this

.Ime," he -\\<\ "The .rime is over.
*d the Commonwealth has been try-
g to get evidence to help the juryMermlne who committed the crime,his young man knows that but oneSman be?sg ha> In hl« breast theildcnee to sein", him to the electric
ptir. He kuowi »..;! one woman whoIs the secret whlcn wrTl send him to
e lelectric chair. The one Js Paul¦antic, the Innocent agent of hitrrJe, and the other :. Ueulah Ulfiford,pariner in hi? rimes"rjiese gentlemen <.'. the defense,1 all their sophistry, can't explain.presence of this gun. Paul tle-

? a message t.. He iluh, and Henry1 Paul to come hack and tell himshe said. Ami he is so anxiousDouglas telephones that Henry*.» to s«-e Paul. The boy goes to
r« cousin and linos thai the cross
, heavy f'.r him to l.enr. and he0 'This thlr.g looks, black to me.

1 , sorry for you.' And Henry says
e wiahen to God he hadn't doiie'.' en he was thlnklnc about Henry,v|ieattle and about the relentlessof the law. Ar.d then he usesm--those 'buts.' He says: 'Hut she<*-Jove me. She married me formoney.

I That Thur*rin> Muhl.lo you want any more than that?lf the aid of the autl notrdliounds, as they have beend.we have mor. evldi WePaul telephoned to thai Thurs-ijlght. Hut Henry na; thattelephoned to Paul in bis lif.e?Vy should he telephone H isJfe has no explanation t., make,n *o tell the truth, if ho dare
p.jf .What reaaon could he hav<
to take Paul for that tirst time |nlife, If not to get him to bu>' And Paul went over to the
* and remained with him. and ': en
30t ititu the automobile and went
to P.lchmond atid got Hie gm,
we prove by David Weinstein
gun was delivered a quarter aftertork. Dti'l David was the biggest]He over appeared In a courtroom
pj-ijeiitlemen, there I« much more

but there Is no use for me
f'aver It We have tried to do
mal'- His Honor has done his

ow you must do your duty,.""the world the convincing-truth I
wh,

that trlnl by jury Its not a furce.that a Virginia Jury ran do Its duty.Kind Hiin Guilty."Do It, so that yon can stand in thesight of God upright, and when yourverdict reads: We, the jury, tind theprisoner guilty of murder in the tirstdegree,' remember that it I» Iiisheinous crime and that it is not you.but the law, which inlllcts the Justpenalty.
"The defense has tried to win yoursympathy for that gray-haired man.My heart goes out to him. lie has mysympathy. Hut 1 saw that bluck-robedmother, and as I see no sign of sor¬row in that man's life, I look on theother side. There is that little babywho never more will cling to Itsmother's breast.that breast now gonedry. No mother's arms will be placedaround its neck, f«.r the mother liescold In her grave. There will be nomother t" teach It to prattle out itslittle prayer, 'God hies* papa andmamma,' f"r its mother Is gone to thegreat beyond, and its father is herebefore you, charged with her murder.No, you must not forget that innocentlittle baby, and you must not forgetthat mother who lies now beneath thesod."
Mr. Wcndonburgs voice broke, undtear- streamed down his face. TheJurors wept with him. and from farand near there was a gentle sound ofweeping. A minister of the gospel,seated near the court. clasped hishands and moaned, "God help us.""Justice must be satisfied." said Mr.Wendenburg, recovering himself some¬what, "and a broken law must be vin¬dicated. Go. gentlemen of the Jury,and lender your decision so that theverdict of this State will be 'Welldone, thou good and faithful ser¬vants. ' "

JURORS PRAYED
FOR DIVINE HELP(Continued From First Page.)when thousands of people awaited theoutcome.

The Jury had for eleven days heardevidence, for two day;- speeches, butthe words of Wendenburg rann intheir cars as they left ihe courtroomto Und their verdict.
"Let thvt man go free!" he cried.''What, let that man go free! i.ily themotherhood of Virginia, the woman¬hood 'of this nation, will shudder Interror as tin- vitality of Its life isthreatened. Let this man go free! Themau who ba>ked III the degra<ie,j sun¬shine of u not her woman, while at hishome a young wife nursed Iiis child'.'Gentlemen, I merely ask you in tlioname of justice to do your duly."

\ It Id Picture Portrayed,
In vtvld detail, the prosecutor por¬trayed the wife us she started on herInnocent journey into the cool air ofa summer night The Jury saw againIn their minds the automobile in whichshe rode beside her husband how Beal-tle stepped into the darkness of th6thicket, found the shotgun which liehad earlier concealed and deliberatelyslew Ills wife
The desperate ride home with a bleed¬ing and lifeless body crushed into thesmall space In Ihe front part of themachine, the husband coldly sittingagainst the blood-covered head of hiswife, were graphically detailed to theJury. Only pttsrlng attention wasgiven by Wrndenburg to the purchaseof the gun by Paul Heattle. a cousinof the accused The defense ha.Iclaimed, he said, -that on Paul's storyalone was built the case of the prose,cotton, but he helddl<<ft the blood*stalne,! lothing of the prisoner." asthe mute evldence.jKof the crime." andaskcu, 'Do you want any other evi¬dence?"
Blood flecked the lower fringe of the-hiit In deep black biota Not n maikwas on elthei sleeve of' shirt or coat.Th< iirisnvr had said that tie heldI,Is wife with one hand, and steered his

cur with the other, but the absence ofblood on the arms, the prosecutor dedared, gave the lie to his story. Notalone with fhe clothing did the prose-
cutor diaontangle what he termed "thecheapest fabrication Of the cheapest

murder," but be shouted shame at tho
prisoner for his relations With a mere
slip of a girl, from the age of thir¬
teen until within Iiis own married life,
and held her forth as the motive for
the crlmea
"And ihe prisoner admits that it was

his passion." Said Mr. Wendenbürg.
¦' es. it was passion, but passion hornI of the devil, and passion that sent to
death his wife, so that he might con-1I tlnuc his vicious pleasure."
Mr Wendenburg concluded his ad-

dress a few minutes after ."> i'. M.
A brief respite was given lue Jury.
and at 5:28 o'clock it began considora-
tlon of the ease.

in Serious Consultation.
For Bfty-elght minutes they were,

together in deep consultation, a jury
of simple farmers, who each morning]Sang hymns! and strove to forget the
story of dissipation with its filthy

I chapters as related day after day onI the witness stand. What had been

generally predicted ma true.-their
minds were well made up before theyleft tile COUrtrOOm. W. 1.. Burgess,
n square Jawed mini, with an earnestface, was elected foreman. They bul-
loted. arid it was no surprise, theyafterwards declared, that all votedalike. They prayed that they might
not take a life In vain, and they opeh-ed their consciences to one anotherfor nearly an hour. >o tltat they might
go bark to the courtroom firmly con-vllieed of their duty and of one mind
And In the court room sat HenryClay Seattle. Jr.. the sporting page of

a newspaper spread before him. But,he did not read long. He folded the
paper, and cony-ale.l his face In It
Those who sat near the boy of iron|
nerve observed a move In twitching!of his lips as though moving In- pray¬
er, as he sat with closed eyes awaiting'llie return of the Jury. He raised his
head for u moment, dropped the pa-|per again and began reading. Then]

he whispered a few Wörde to hin fath¬
er and hrother. It was for them he
felf. and to them he counseled cheer¬
fulness '

It was nearly dark In the court room
when the jury returned. Three oil
lamps save meagre lustre to the scene.
Sunset's rays still streaked throughthe windows On every sill rested a
telegraph instrument, and operators
tensely waited for the announcement
of the verdict A thick mass of faces,
rising In an incline to the shabby
ceiling, stared at the Jurymen. Fam¬
ous Jurists looked down. > loo. from
fly-speekcd paintings. In the minds
of the raping crowd remained the
thought of the powerful speech of the
prosecutor and his denunciation ©:
the man "who exchanged the glow of
virtue for passion's feeble tapers."

Verdict in Rendered.
The court asked the prisoner ro

rise. He drew himself up calmly and
waited
"Have you gentlemen agreed on aj

verdict?" asked Judge Watson.
"We have." said Foroman Iturgess.

MAN WHO "BOUGH! GUN FOR BEAllIE

PAUL BBA1TIE.
{Copyright, #911, by W. W. Foster.)

The prisoner had confidently expect¬
ed a "hung Jury,-' not acquittal not
conviction. The court requested the
audience not to manifest Its approval
or disapproval, whatever the verdict
"And what is your verdict?" asked

Judge Watson, turnlu'K attain tv Kore-
man Burgess.

"Guilty," answered Burgess, hut hi.-
voice was swelled by the shout of
oleven others.
Unversed in law or the forms of a

murder trial, the Jurymen had not spe¬
cified whai degree of murder. Asked
what degree, Mr. Burgess answered
"Guilty as indicted.'' Under Virginia
practice murder Is presumed to boI second degree unlessf^tUierwIae speci-
li.d. Ii was in-umUent npou the Jury
to liA th«- d>hi,... «J0 Judge Wat. >.:.

advised the Jut .. n to confer ugaln
on the point, and seven minutes luler
they conformed--thi» .time with the

j verdict of "murder in the first do-
, gree."
. The prisoner stootft-rect and motion-
. less. ills face, in color a yellowish
green throughout Ihe day, was Im¬
mobile.

I The light of a lamp cast a drearyj shadow on his upturned chin as ho
faced the Jury. His eyelids sagged,
but did not blink. in steady jrai he
fastened his eyes on the face-.of the
twelve men who had pronounced his
punishment as If to penetrate their
minds and determine the reason why
It was not a resentful expression, how¬
ever, und when the court asked if the
prisoner had anything to say he an¬
swered:

"I have nothing to say," and Wit
down.
The perfunctory motions for a new

trial were made by counsel for the
defense. The usual granting of per¬
mission even to argue the point was
denied, ar Judge Watson. In a stern
voice, declared that all rulings of the
court were on comparatively unim¬
portant detail and In no way could
have Influenced the verdict. A stay of
execution was granted, however. In
order to give counsel an opportunity
to apply for writ of error when the
Court of Appeals meets in November.

An Imprraalve Speech.
Judge Watson delivered an impres-

Hive speech to the prisoner lie told
how the young man had stained 1.1s

own lifo, and that of the community
In which ho ,llv«-d, by his sordid arts
When tho trial lir-n began, Mild .lud«.'
Watson, he ha<i hoped that Virginia
might he cleared of the crime for
which not only the State felt shame,
hut which the entire country depre¬cated. He hoped that counsel would
prove the defendant innocent, but the
evidence, he regretted to note, was all
convincing and overwhelming

.'The court." said Judge Wal/oti. "has
endeavored in all Its decisions to lean
toward the side of the prisoner, and

J In its charge to the jury ab well at-
tempted to give the benefit or ever>I doubt and every opportunity to estab¬
lish his Innocence The rulings mostly
haye been not on matters of law. but
on small, questions of fact.
"you have hud a fair and Impartial

trial. Mr. Beattle, tfnd the Jury has
done what It consider* Its duty. There¬
fore, you have been convicted of mur¬
der in the tirst degree and on Novem¬
ber Zi, between the hours of »unrls*
and sunset you must forfeit four lift{ to the community. May God have
mercy on your soul."
A moment later by the side of his

father, and his brother, Douglas
their heads bowed in grief, walke'young Beattle in the durkness toward-
his cell a hundred yards away.
But the ilruma ot the day was not

over. A sharp report and a flash rent
the thick blackness outside.
"My God!" he exclaimed, as through

his mind flitted the same thought that
startled hundreds around him But
It was not another tragedy. The pr's-
oner was se-n walking calmly on. Thn
detonation was an unusually heavy
charge of a photographer's flashl'ght.

Weepa in III» Cell.
The crowd lingered at the Jail, and

peered Into the cell. Illuminated by a
single lamp. On the bed with his head
In his hands sat Beattle. his fathar
and brother beside him. Jailer Oog-
blll s<nt the curious away. Only a
few saw the prisoner break down and
weep In the solitude of the cell. An
hour later the hamlet was deserted.
A few hundred yards away from

the stone Jail. In a small hotel, twelve
nun gathered their belongings In sil¬
ence, and one by one they drove awayj into the darkness to the simple homes
from which for a fortnight they had
been absent.

WORDS RANG LIKE
SHRIEK THROUGH
CROWDED ROOM

("Continued From First Pago.)
hajf-hour the defense had toppled
again. In an hour the sands of Boat-
tie a hope were running fast; by sun¬
set there could be no, question of Hie
result. No more terrible excoriation
of a prisoner has l>eon heard in any
court; no more terrific and destructive
onslaught upon sentiment and alleged
fact. The State1.- attorney was mer¬
ciless. When he had haltered the care¬
fully built structure Into an unrecog¬
nisable mass, he turned his attention
to the felon himself. In language hit¬
ter und stern ho painted the bloody
scene, upon the lonoly pike and hurled
the charge upon the boy before him.
So fierce was his attack that cour.'tel.
springing to their feel, demanded that
the court intervene. But the court
could not. Nothing could halt the de¬
termined prosecutor, and he spoke to'
the end as he hnd begun.and swept
all before him. Had Jt, needed any
word hut Its own. the jury found it
here. When Wondenburg final)]
dropped Into his seat there was no
longer doubt of Die Issue.

Jury Retires With Case.
It was done. The trial was at an

end at last, and the crucial moment
had come, after daya and weeks of
waiting. A great hush fell over tho
room. All eyes were on Beattle now.
The prisoner leaned forward, nervously
picked up two letters and Jald them
down again. Then he yawned andjsmiled Beside lilni sat with seamed

! und anxious face Hie gray-haired
father, clinging dosporately to a last
hope.' The old man suddenly bent and
threw an nrm about his son's shoul¬
ders, whispering a word of encourage¬
ment Into his car.

By direction of the court, the sheriff
escorted the Jury to the. lawn for a
brief rest In the fresh air before they
went into the stuffy epstalrs conference

room. The twelve filer! out. the crowd
pouring behind them through windows
and doors. Every movement of <bi
sphlnx-IIke squad was watched now
with careful eye.
A moment later the.crowd swarmed

to the rear lawn Bcattle was cross*
Ing the green. By him walked hin
father, and on his other side tho jailer.
Bulging eyes pursued the hoy relent
lessly. Nowhere could he turn to es¬
cape them. In silent wonderment the
crowd gazed as If In fascination upon
a tuitn whose life hung tremblingly
upon a thread. Douglas lleattic walked
aimlessly about, plain suffering on his
face.

After a few moments beneath the big
trees, the twelve men filed back into
the room. A rsad rush for piace drove
the (jrowd Int'/ a huddled mass around
the side door. The deputies fought
them back aa best they could. The
court rapped for order, and the jury
roll was called. The prisoner was still
absent "Call him In, -Mr. Sheriff!" ie
judge directed sharply. While a dep¬
uty went In search of the Jailer tne
crowd continued tho scuffle for. stand-
Ing room. Within the nevrly vacant
bar Smith and Carter sat side by side,
silent and serious. The Commonwealth
lawyers were on the outside.

Beattle came back with .T newspaper
in his hand. He. still walked Jauntily,
but there was' "an-"air of unreality
about hlm'nfjw. He srrjllc.i at thn
wrong moments',.'without Cause, as <t
h.- were losing a grip on Tilmsclf.
Th/u'e is no wonder. For all hc.'kn'w,
a death knell might sound :fo'r-hi at. at
any moment. ' .',
About 5:3ft o'clork the Jury ttt'red.'

The court Informed them that'the
hlblts In the case.bloody Clothing,
shotgun, letter.-, and other artlMes.
would be sent to the room if des'red.
Tho indictment and the Instructions
wero then placed in a large <nvo!opeand''handed to the sheriff. "Clear that


